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BENIDORM, 
THE F A S C I N A T I O N  
O F  THE M O N S T E R  
BENIDORM LOOMS UP BEFORE ME LIKE A MONSTER OF 
CONCRETE AND GLASS, BUT IT ATTRACTS ME LIKE THE 
TRAGIC BEAUTY OF THE STORM; IN BENIDORM 
EVERYTHING IS LIKE A FLASH OF LIGHTNING ON A STORMY 
NIGHT. THE TOWN HAS BECOME A GIANT WHICH FILLS THE 
LEISURE HOURS OF HORDES OF EUROPEANS AND OF 
PEOPLE FROM OTHER PARTS OF THE WORLD. 
or some years now I've been 
living in Altea, a whitewashed 
town kissed by the gentle waters 
of the bay and cradled in a lazy, Arca- 
dian tranquility. 1 like tranquility. I've 
always felt it's one of the greatest gifts 
we can ask for. And here, in Altea, 1 
seem to have found it once again. 
But sometimes, so much peace, so 
much horizon and silence, get too much 
for me. They fill me with anguish. At 
these times, generally in the last hours 
of the evening, fílled with anxieties of 
different colours, 1 rebel, and in my 
search for a solution, 1 need only travel 
a few kilometres until 1 come to Beni- 
dorrn, a place which is completely dif- 
ferent. So different, and only 8 kilome- 
tres away. 
As 1 approach, Benidorm zlways looms 
up before me like a monster of concrete 
and glass. It fascinates me and attracts 
me. 1 like to stroll idly, aimlessly and in 
my own time, through the streets, con- 
ceived and built for walking, looking 
around me at the immense forest of 
shop windows that stretch away end- 
lessly, one after the other. Summer 
clothes, doctors' surgeries, trinkets, 
toys, restaurants, chemist's shops, to- 
bacconists, bakeries, the press in a thou- 
sand different languages, gift shops, 
photographic material, bars, bonsais, 
cafes, flowers, cats, leather, glasses, etc. 
Shops and boutiques everywhere; al1 
crammed full of goods and products, in 
a sort of obsessive dread of emptiness 
which pervades every moment, every 
corner and every event in this town. 
In Benidorm there is a whiff of kitsch 
that fascinates me. A whiff of flowered 
shirts and ketchup. A whiff of burning 
souvenir, suncream and cheap paella. 1 
like walking through Benidorm, looking 
at the aesthetics -or whatever- that de- 
fine it: the aesthetics of crowding which 
the town follows totally unaware. 
Crowding of any sort: of cars in the 
streets, of burnished bodies on the 
beach, of silver-haired old people walk- 
ing wearily on a winter evening, of 
gleaming youth in their shrine-like, 
fashionable pubs, or the crowding of 
different languages one finds there at al1 
times. The shadow of ancient Babylonia 
floats over the entire town. 
The world is inhabited by various spe- 
cies of garden Marxists and other ele- 
gant, disenchanted people who have al- 
ways attacked Benidorm. Especially the 
ecologists. "Benidorm?" they say; 
"How disgusting! What a filthy mess!", 
they conclude, without thinking too 
much about it. I've always felt that any- 
one who dares to say that about Beni- 
dorm understands nothing at all. They 
will cross this valley of tears without 
pain or glory. Because this sort of argu- 
ment -or whatever it is- only looks at 
one side of the coin. And coins, until we 
hear othenvise, always have two sides. 
This town shocks me too, it distresses 
me, but, at the same time, 1 have to 
admit I'm fascinated by it. Just as I'm 
fascinated by the tragic beauty of the 
storm, just as 1 know and confess to the 
beauty and later destruction of certain 
loves, just as I'm fascinated by the thrill 
and the danger of travelling with certain 
drugs or in an open car at high speed. 
Benidorm attracts me violently and, at 
the same time, it repells me, like a 
monster, like a concrete King Kong be- 
side this little country's Mediterranean. 
Like 1 myself, any evening now, Beni- 
dorm is capable of producing the pro- 
foundness of the passing encounter. The 
beauty of the moment. To some extent, 
Benidorm is like the big top of a large 
circus. Day by day, week by week, it 
changes. It's put up and taken down. 
Like the stopping off point it is. It meta- 
morphoses, because there are always 
different people living there. 
So you can fa11 madly in love with a girl 
in a discotheque, but next day she'll be 
getting the plane for York at Alicante 
airport; you'll see the soldiers of the 6th 
fleet, who turn up al1 over the city and 
then disappear within a few days; in 
Benidorm you can come across a face 
marked with a mixture of bitterness and 
wisdom, taking an evening walk: sud- 
denly it's swallowed up in the crowd; 
you may bump into an untidy-looking 
seasonal waiter, shirt garlanded with 
paella and ketchup stains; or else, you 
may catch a beautiful voice in an un- 
known tongue, while you're toasting on 
the beach in the middle of the morning. 
Al1 this has belonged to you in Beni- 
dorm -all- for one moment. If you 
didn't take it, too bad. Because you may 
never again find that body, or hear that 
voice, or look on that face, because in 
this town everything is beautifully fra- 
gile, fleeting, brief, and consistently in- 
consistent. You are neither a native nor 
a resident, they too are passing through. 
In Benidorm everything is like a flash of 
lightning on a stormy night. 
Ah! If the wise botanist A.J. Cavanilles 
were to raise his head and see this town 
after three centuries! He, who at about 
the time of the French Revolution vi- 
sited the region and, impressed by the 
town and the locals of Benidorm, said 
-more or less- that it was a town where 
leisure was unkno~~n!  Now he would see 
it as a giant created to fill the leisure 
hours of hordes of Europeans and of 
people from other parts of the world. 
Ah! If Cavanilles were to return! He 
would look on this monster that en- 
chants and horrifies me, like the Niaga- 
ra Falls on a white, honeymoon voyage. 
For that very reason, after dinner and a 
drink at some new place by the sea, 
after seeing that Benidorm by night is 
like the Manhattan at the beginning of 
Woody Allen's film, 1 go home to my 
Altea. There are only 8 kilometres be- 
tween the two. The return is like going 
from a hard rock concert to listening to 
something by Mozart. Both kinds of 
music attract me. .. 
